millionaires. "Hang on to Archie/' Betty adjured me
fti a hoarse whisper. "He's just made eight hundred,
and he'll be very good to you/'
Archie was hardly a romantic figure for a young girl.
He had a lean, nervous face, that looked as if it were
always about to burst into twitching. His thin, straggly
hair descended in sparse wisps over his forehead, on
which there was a large lump, and he had small, bony
hands with blunt finger-tips. He was forty-two and
he began to tell me almost at once about his amorous
conquests. To judge from what he said, there was
hardly a young or beautiful girl in London, Paris or
New York who hadn't yielded to his seductions, but I
believed little of his boasting and I think he saw it. He
had, however, other topics of conversation. He was
an enthusiastic amateur musician, and played Bach on
the flute. He had a considerable library of his own. .
He claimed to understand Einstein, and had sufficient
gift for simple explanation to make me nearly believe
that I understood him too. He was attracted by me at
once and we were soon going out together almost daily.
Within a fortnight he was asking me to come for
a long trip abroad with him. He suggested that we
should start with a week or two in Paris, then go on
to southern Spain, where he had a house, and end up
a leisurely journey on the Riviera. I made it plain at
once that I wasn't in love with him and hada*t die least
intention of being his mistress. He didn't appear dis-
appointed. I think he only indulged his dream of
possessing me when I wasn't there. When I appeared,
its vivid colours faded, and he resigned himself to a
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